THE   GRASSLEYES   MYSTERY
her husband said. "We awake to a new and I hope
a less languid life. "When I think that my friend Mr.
Granet has played tennis this afternoon I gasp. C'est
incroyable!"
''Half the time at tennis but a good other half in
the sea/' Granet confessed.
Jane was gazing down the winding road, a strip
of white ribbon across the green pine-dotted stretch
of open ground.
"Here is a visitor," she announced. "Mr. Spenser's
Lancia, I believe/5
The Marquise sighed languidly.
"He is a trying man/' she murmured. "So boister-
ous. I think he drinks too much."
"You can forgive him for a good deal, Victorine,"
her husband reminded her. "It was he who intro-
duced us to the bungalows."
"For that," she admitted, "we shall always have
gratitude. But he should learn to talk more quietly.
An evening like this, for instance. It is superb. Soon
the lights will fade and we can all go down to Mr-
Granet's bungalow where the fire-flies dart about
like little fairies and we can go and sit in Miss Grass-
leyes' herb garden and smell sweet things and after-
wards we can finish up at the bungalow Tailing
Roses/ "
"Don't forget my tobacco plants," Paul Oliver
begged. "About midnight they are sweet enough to
steal away the senses. I have, too, some old Tokay
which is a fragrant incentive to folly/*
"By midnight/' the Marquise yawned, "I should